

The moSl lamentable T rage die 

Of warlike Lucius , and appoint the meeting, 

Eucn at his Fathers houfe the old iALndronicus. 

King. Emillms doe this ineflage honourably. 

And if he ftand in hoftage for his fafety, 

Bid him demaund what pledge will pleafe him belt. 

Etnilhus. Your bidding Ihall I doe effectually. 

Exit. 

T amora. Now will I to that cld Andronicus } 

And temper him with all the Art I haue. 

To plucke proud Lucius from the warlike Got has. 

And now fweet Emperour be blith againe, 

And bury all thy feare in my dcuifes. 

Saturnine. T hen goe fucceflantly and pleade to him. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Lucius with an sAfrmie ofCjothes , with 
' Drums andSouldiers , 

Lucius. Approued warriers, and my faithfull friends 
I haue receaucd letters from great Rome, 

Which fignifies what hate they beare their Emperour, 
And how defirous of our fight they are. 

Therefore great Lords be as your titles witnes. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs. 

And wherein Rome hath done you any skath. 

Let him make trcbble fatisfa&ion. 

Cjoth. Braue flip Iprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whole name was once our terrour, now our comfort, 
Whole high exploits and honourable deeds, 

Ingratefull Rome requites with foule contempt. 

Be bold in vs wccle follow where thou leadft. 

Like flinging Bees in hotteft Sommers day. 

Led by their Maifler to the flowred fields, 

And be aduengd on curfed T amora ; 



of Titus Andronicus, 

And as he faith, fo lay we all with him. 

Indus. I humbly thanke him and I thank you all, 
gut who comes heere led by a lufly Goth ! 

Enter a <joth leading of Aron with his child 
in his armes. 


q 0 tk Renowmcd Lucius from our troups I ftraid, 
To craze vpon a ruinous Monafleric, 

And°as I earneflly did fixe mine eye, 

Vpon the wafled building fuddainly,. 

I heard a child cry vnderneath a wall, 

I made vnto the noife, when foone I heard. 

The crying babe controld with this difcourle ; 

Peace tawny flaue, halfe me, and halfe thy dam, 

Did not thy hue bewray whofe brat thou art, 

Had nature lent thee but thy mothers looke, 

Villaine thou mightft haue bcene an Emperour. 

But where the Bull and Cow are both milke white, 
They neuer doe beget a cole-blacke Calfc : 

Peace villaine peace, euen thus he rates the babe. 

Fori muft beare thee to a trufly Goth , 

Who when he knowes thou art the Empreflc babe, 
Will hold thee dearely for thy mothers lake. 

With this my weapon drawne I rulht vpon him 
Surprizd him fuddainly, and brought him hither 
To vfe as you thinke needfull of the man. 

Lucius. Oh worthy Goth , this is the incarnate deu'ill. 
That robd Andronicus of his good hand. 

This is the Pearle that pleafd your Froprefle eye. 

And here’s the bafe fruite of her burning luft. 

Say wall-eyd flaue whither wouldft thou conuay. 

This growing Image of thy fiendlil e face, 

Why dooftnot fpeakc 5 what dcafe, not a word i- 
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